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"Well!    I'm sorry!"
A hand without a glove, warm but dry, was put into
his. When it was withdrawn the whole of his hand and
arm were tingling.
" Do you dance ? "
" Yes, indeed, but I wouldn't presume to dance with
you."
" Oh !  but you must."
Francis Wilmot's head went round, and his body began
going round too.
" You dance better than an Englishman, unless he's
professional," said her lips six inches from his own.
" I'm proud to hear you say so, ma'am."
" Don't you know my name ? or do you always call
women ma'am ? It's ever so pretty."
" Certainly I know your name and where you live. I
wasn't six yards from you this morning at four o'clock."
" What were you doing there ? "
" I just thought I'd like to be near you."
Marjorie Ferrar said, as if to herself :
" The prettiest speech I ever heard. Come and have
tea with me there to-morrow."
Reversing, side-stepping, doing all he knew, Francis
Wilmot said, slowly :
" I have to be in Paris."
" Don't be afraid, I won't hurt you."
" I'm not afraid, but------"
" Well, I shall expect you." And transferring herself
again to her mask-faced partner, she looked back at him
over her shoulder.
Francis Wilmot wiped his brow. An astonishing ex-
perience, another blow to his preconception of a stiff and
formal race ! If he had not known she was the daughter
of a lord, he would have thought her an American, Would